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Summary: Long before the rise and fall of the Illuminati, there were 
dark forces in the world that sought to extinguish the light. One fox 
and his trusted allies stood to beat back that darkness, to preserve, 
to defend, and never to yield. Executive Order #60659 "Cum Animus Et 
Ferocia Nos Tueri Zootopia." "With Courage and Ferocity We Protect 
Zootopia" - The pledge of Bureau 13 


Zootopia: Light before the Dark 
Executive Order #60659 

ZootopiaaC | .26 Years agoa€ i . Rio Deer Janeiro a€ | . 

An armored redoubt in the outskirts of Rio Deer Janeiro, one of the 
small islands located just off shore, a seemingly idyllic island 
against the back drop of a tropical locale. 

The glass burst from the window of the redoubt, as a black tuxedoed 
red fox came bursting through the window, he fell to the roof below, 
collecting himself and running to the end, jumping down towards 
ground level . 

He managed to make his way to the near dock, when the guards finally 
got a line of sight on him. Taking fire with their rifles or pawguns, 
the fox dove for nearby cover. 

Firing back with his pawgun, he distracted them long enough for him 
to make his way to the end of the dock, jumping into one of the 
boats . 

The ping of bullets against the railing told the fox they were hot on 
his trail. After he started the engine, and removed the mooring line, 
he revved the engine as high as it would go, the boat racing off away 
from the dock. 



A guardboat working for the resident of the redoubt began to chase 
the fox. He tried to out maneuver them but they managed to pull along 
aside, one of the armed guards, a gray wolf, jumped onto the boat and 
attempted to grab the fox. 

The fox slapped the small sub-machine gun out of the guards paws, it 
swung on the shoulder strap, which was twisted by the fox to strangle 
the wolf, as he gagged and choked. The fox reached under the guards 
arm, grabbing the sub machine gun and empting it into two of the 
other guards, they fell like ragdolls with their strings cut. The 
driver of the boat, turned into the fox's trying to capsize him. 

The strangled wolf guard managed to wrangle out of the shoulder strap 
and attempted to punch the fox, landing a hit on the side of his 
head, snapping it to the side. The fox shook it off, tossed the gun 
away, and countered with grab, pulled the wolf close and decked him 
with a clenched fist of his other paw. 

They went back and forth for a few moments, until the fox tripped the 
wolf and bashed his head into the framing of the windshield, stunning 
him. The fox grabbed him and went to throw him overboard. 

The wolf guard driving the boat attempted to capsize the fox's speed 
boat again; the fox pulled away and attempted to out run him. The 
wolf gave chase. 

They zig-zagged through the heavy traffic of the nearby port, 
sometimes glancing off of the occasional obstacle, the fox seemingly 
trapped drove through a gap between a large container ship and the 
nearby dock wall, the wolf satisfied that he had cornered his prey. 

So preoccupied with his fixation on the fox and his boat he failed to 
notice the tug boat that was slowly pushing the container ship 
towards the dock wall. 

The wolf got closer and closer, enough to take a few pot shots at the 
fox, who ducked at the last minute to have the wolf, miss. 

It seemed as though the two boats were destined to be crushed, the 
fox had managed to coax a little more speed out of the boat and 
started to open the gap, speeding past the bow of the container ship 
with inches to spare, the wolf not so lucky, impacted the hull 
causing him to capsize and be crushed by the container ship. 

The fox sped away in his boat and into the distance. 

Nearby in the armored redoubt a figure watching this spectacle simply 
grumbles over his wolves' failure. 

"God damn you. Jack Savage" mutters the voice. 

ZootopiaaC | . the next daya€ \ . . Zootopia City, Savannah CentralaC | . MIA 
Building 

The MIA or Mammal Intelligence Agency was the intelligence service of 
Zootopia, responsible for keeping the city safe from threats that 
posed both a covert and overt threat to it. Division 6 handled 
intelligence while Division 7 handled counter-intelligence, the spies 
and spy hunters respectively. The MIA handled cases from around the 
world as well as the city itself. 



Agent Jack Savage, long considered one of the best agents of the MIA 
had been working for over the last fifteen years for the MIA, and 
more recently had been working on a special program that could 
possibly turn the tide in any potential threats to Zootopia. One of 
the major hurdles was securing support politically for the program, 
the second was funding, yet it was surprising that finding the money 
would be the easy task. Jack hoped that when he returned from his 
latest mission that there would be good news waiting for him. 

Jack entered the non-descript looking building, it was an average 
office building with the words, ZIE Inti. It stood for Zootopia 
Import Export International essentially a front company providing a 
good cover for world spanning travel of the agents of the MIA. 
Entering into countries under the guise of business mammals just 
conducting various expected jobs that an export company would be 
performing . 

Jack entered into the office of his boss and handler. Assistant 
Director Bradley Talmadge, a raccoon. He walked up to the desk and 
placed a diskette that had a few spatters of blood dried onto its 
surface . 

"So I take it the extraction wasn't completely quiet?" asked the 
raccoon . 

"Unfortunately no, but I did manage to get a copy and blow the 
database to hell, so 'Mission Accomplished'." Replied the 
Fox . 

"Well, true, at least we did that." Replied Bradley, carefully taking 
a look at the disk. 

"Take this down to the lab and have them encode it into the 
computer." Requested the raccoon. 

Jack picked up the disk, putting it back in his pocket. A knock was 
heard at the door, and a gazelle secretary walked in and approached 
Talmadge ' s desk. 

"Mail for you, sir." She notified, placing the small pile onto the 
raccoon's desk. 

The director picked up some signed forms and handed it to the 
gazelle, and she walked out leaving the pair alone again. 

"I forgot, she's putting her daughter through what again? Dance 
school?" asked Jack. 

"Singing." The raccoon corrected. 

"Apparently her little girl has got quiet the voice on her." 

The fox chuckled to himself, as the Director was going through his 
mail, he discovered an unexpected letter, which he stopped and opened 
it, immediately pulling out the letter and reading it. After some 
ways down the page he chuckled to himself. 

"Good news, I hope?" asked Jack. 

"Yes, my little brother has been promoted to Captain." 



"Ha, Army brat Huh?" 


"Yeah, much to the chagrin of our father." Remarked the raccoon 

The fox tilted an eyebrow at the director as if waiting for an 
explanation . 

"Our father went to Annapolis." He explained. 

The fox laughed out loud "That must make for interesting conversation 
at your house." Joked the Fox. 

"That it does." 

The director continued to chuckle occasionally at certain points, as 
he finished his letter. 

"And speaking of conversation, your little suggestion with the Mayor 
didn't go unnoticed." 

"Oh?" inquired the fox quizzically 

"Yes, though it pains me that I'm going to lose one of my best 
agents, he has decided to go forward with your idea." 

"Really?!" he replied excited. 

"Yep, Executive Order number 60659, to be activated by the end of the 
month . " 

"Fantastic, absolutely fantastic." 

"In fact your to start gathering a team immediately." Said the 
assistant director. 

"Me?" asked the fox pointing to himself with his paw. 

"Of course, it's your idea, only makes sense you run the thing." The 
raccoon explained. 

" I ' vea€ | . . never really considered myself as a desk agent. I like 
being the point mammal." The fox taken aback. 

"Well someone has to run it." The director commented. 

"Yeaha€| ..I was thinking maybea€ | .you?" Jack pointed to 
Talmadge . 

The director chuckled out loud, almost in disbelief. 

"Me? You want me to run it? You do realize I was the one that thought 
it was a waste of resources right?" 

"I know, but I can't think of any other mammal who could whip it into 
shape then you sir." 

"you can stop kissing butt now, you already have the job." The 
raccoon joked. 



"No seriously, I _really_ think it should be you" the fox changed to 
a more genuine tone. 

"Jack, it would take a HUGE upset here for me to consider taking the 
job . " 

The director sighed and rolled his eyes. 

"I'll tell you what, if it comes down to it, life or death, fine. 
I'll take the job." 

"Oh is that all." Joked the fox sarcastically. 

"What the hell, I give it a year before you're right back here 
anyway." The director just shook his head 

"Tsk, Tsk, Tsk, Oh ye of little faith." The fox clicked his 
tongue . 

"Anyway, pick your team, because the Mayor wants a photo when he 
signs it . " 

"Photo?" the fox asked concerned. 

"For the archives, look I understand this is going to be a covert 
unit, but like all state secrets, they come out eventually. I think 
the idea is that the mayor is planning ahead, so a few decades from 
now, we can "honor the heroes" ofa€ | ..what did you want to call 
it?" 


"Department 13." 

"13? How you figure that, consider there are only 7 departments now?" 
the raccoon inquired. 

"Well we take, some of department 6 and department 7. 6 plus 7 
isa€| ." The fox explained. 

"13, I get it now. You a very 'punny' agent." Talmadge replied 
sarcastically. 

"Why thank you." Jack replied back in the same tone. 

"Ha, maybe it will be good to get rid of you. Then maybe we can 
conduct out selves seriously for once." the raccoon joked. 

"But then this will just become another stuffy government agency." 
Joked Savage back while pretending to straighten his tie. 

"Hmm, well seriously though, I wish you luck on this Jack, it sounds 
to me it's going to be dangerous as a matter of cause." Bradley 
stated in a more concerned tone. 

"We have good people, they won't let us down." Jack replied back, 
proudly . 

"Well, anyway, I still have you for another month, so until thena€ | ." 
Replied the director pointing at Savages coat pocket. 

"Ah the disk, on my way sir." 



The fox turned and left the director's office and made his way down 
to the hall way to the elevator, the door opened and stood in it was 
a weasel agent, the fox stepped in, hit his floor number and the 
doors closed. 

"So Joseph, how goes things?" inquired the fox. 

"Things are going great actually." 

"How's Gillian?" 

"She good, she's working on her master's" 

"Really?" the fox replied impressed. 

"Yeah, in fact, she's just waiting on grades for this one last exam 
and she's got it, I kind of want to celebrate, but she's too 
nervous . " 

"Well then, take her out to relax then." Jack suggested 
"Yeah, maybe I should." Joseph remarked. 

"So how's your kid? Isn't he like 7, 8?" 

"10 actually and yeah, he's starting 4th grade." 

"That ' s good . " 

"Ya know Jack, why don't you settle down? Raise a family?" the weasel 
asked concerned. 

"Ah you know this life. It's not 'conducive' for a family." 

"Ah come on Jack, I'm a field agent and even I go home at the end of 
the day. What do you go home to? A lonely apartment with no one 
there . " 

"My work is especially dangerous." The fox admitted. 

"I just don't want you to grow up into an old fox, and look back and 
wonder 'what if'?" 

"I think we both know, I'm never going to make it to be an 'old 
fox' 

"Aw come on Jack, don't say that." 

"You're a good friend Joe. Thanks." 

"Anytime. But hey what's with the maudlin look?" 

"I justa€ | .let's just say, a new assignment is coming and it's bigger 
than anything anybody has ever done before." 

The weasel cocked his head and looked at to the side. 

"Care to explain that one?" 



"I wish I couldaC i . . " 


the fox replied reluctantly. 


"Hey man, whatever it is, if I can help, in anyway, put me down for 

it . " 

The fox thought about it for a bit and then turned to his 
friend . 

"Ya know what, maybe there is something. Do me a favor, don't get 
busy at the end of the month, I want to talk to you about 
something . " 

"OK." The weasel replied confused. 

The elevator door opened and Jack stepped out, turning back to his 
friend . 

"Let's just say it's going to be a whole new ball game." 

Before Joseph could answer there was a page over the PA, and a soft 
tone of a gazelle came over it 

"Agent Ridgeway, please come to the director's office. Agent Ridgeway 
to the director's office please." 

"Ah Jeez, I just came from up there." Joseph muttered. 

"It never ends eh?" joked Savage. 

"Never ends. Have a good day fox." 

Jack took his paw off the elevator door, letting it close, giving 
Joseph a two fingered salute as it shut. 

LateraC | . Savannah CentralaC i Jack Savages apartment. 

Jack Savage had arrived and immediately moved to the bedroom. The 
apartment though fully furnished was barely lived in, its owner being 
gone for days or even weeks at a time. Jack had disrobed and taken a 
shower, made himself presentable and put on a lower quality business 
suit. Trading his expensive valise for a cloth messenger bag in the 
closet, he opened a hidden wall panel in the back of the closet 
revealing a safe, which he entered in the combination on the tumbler 
and opened it, inside he retrieved several items, a wallet, which he 
checked to make sure the contents were there, a moderately priced 
watch, a pen, some business cards, a small ring of keys and a thin 
gold ring which he put on the middle finger of his left paw. After 
retrieving those items, he placed the counterpart items from his 
tuxedo in the safe and closed it, replacing the hidden panel. He 
grabbed the cloth messenger back and went down to the street but 
instead of getting in the expensive looking car in his garage; he 
flagged down a cab, entering it. 

"Where to buddy?" asked the driver. 

"1955 Cypress Grove Lane." Replied the fox. 

The driver turned was about to hit the gas 

"Actually, I almost forgot, are there any toy stores around here?" 



inquired the fox. 


"Yeah?" answered the driver 
"Just got to make one quick stop." 

LateraC | 1 9 5 5 Cypress Grove Lane 

The fox got out of the taxi cab, paying the driver a fair tip, and 
gathered his belongings, as he shut the door and the taxi drove away, 
an otter neighbor caught sight of the fox 

"Hey Thomas, how are things." Asked the Otter as he jogged up to the 
fox . 

"Hey Roger, how are you." 

"How was that trade conference or whatever?" 

"It was brutal, crushing really, some people there just couldn't 
handle the pressure." The fox slyly replied. 

"Well it's good to see you. I got to run, wife wants me to jog ya ' 
know." Finished the otter as he started jogging away. 

The fox waved to his neighbor and walked up the steps to his 
apartment, he slid the key in the door, unlocking, opening and walked 
in . 

"Honey I'm home!" called out Thomas into the apartment. 

"Sweetheart, you're home?" called out a vixen from a nearby 
kitchen . 

"Yeah, the conference let out early, so I took an earlier 
train . " 

Thomas walked into the kitchen to find his wife hard at work cooking 
dinner that was supposed to be ready in time for her husband's later 
expected arrival . He had caught her bending over to check a roast she 
was preparing. 

"Oh honey, it's nowhere near ready yet." She said. 

"Mmmm, looks good from here" the fox replied giving his wife's rump a 
good pinch. 

Nancy sprung up from the pinch and yelped a little bit, she and 
Thomas hugged and kissed, sharing a moment. The sound of rumbling 
from upstairs as a precocious 7 year old fox kit came running down 
the stairs 

"Dad, dad, dad , dad, dad!" The boy yelled out as he tackled his 
father . 

Thomas broke from the hug with Nancy to give his boy a hug and 
kiss . 

"Hey there Nicky, what do you know?" Thomas asked playfully 



"Hey there Daddy, what do you say?" replied the Kit in the same 
town . 


The two shared a laugh, as Thomas set the boy down, looking at him 
giving him a pet on the head. 

"Now I know I was away on a trip, but I got you something." 

Thomas reached into his messenger bag and produced a baseball glove 
and ball for the young kit. 

"What do you say, you and I go to the park and I teach you how to 
throw a baseball for real? Huh?" asked Thomas giving the boy a 
wink . 

"Yeah!" replied the kit excitedly. 

Thomas stood up to see a slightly concerned wife. 

"You be careful with him. Or I'll wring your neck Thomas Wilde." She 
chided him playfully. 

"Don't you worry honey, I will, besides I'm sure he's got the old 
Wilde moves." The fox said jokingly pretending to be slick. 

"Oh good lord, you couldn't dodge a sloth, honey." She replied back 
rolling her eyes. 

Nancy kissed her husband and then her child, and wished them well, 
and to be careful. Thomas raised his boy onto his shoulders with 
glove and ball in hand, he looked at them both almost wistfully, just 
looking at them. 

"Honey are you alright?" she asked concerned 

"I'm fine. I just want you to know, I love you both so very much, and 
that you're the reason I get up in the morning and the reason I do 
what I do." He replied with a loving grin on his face. 

"Oh honey, we know you work hard, I do wish you were home more. But I 
know you do it because you love us." She answered back. 

Thomas leaned over and kissed his wife one more time, and hugged them 
both . 

"Come on dad, let's go play catch" called out the young kit. 

Nancy chuckled as she watched her husband and child go out the door 
to the part to enjoy some well-deserved Father-son time. 

"_It is in my nature to be kind, gentle and loving... But know this; 
When it comes to matters of protecting my friends, my family and my 
heart.. Do not trifle with me. For I'm the most powerful and 
relentless creature you will ever know. . - Harriet Morgan. 

"_A man pulled a knife on me and asked, 'Would you die for your 
family?' I laughed as I pulled my gun from my pocket and said 'No, 
but I'd kill for them. - Unknown 

"_I like to see a man proud of the place in which he lives. I like to 



see a man live so that his place will be proud of him.__" a€" Abraham 
Lincoln 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>*Author ' s Notes* I would like to know from folks if they want me 
to continue this, otherwise it's a one shot. Think of it as a pilot 
episode . <p> 


End 
f ile . 



